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mas trees and so on."
"Not that we run down the missionaries," put in
Mrs. Hedges. "As a whole, they're a fine, unselfish
lot. Mr. Peters, now, terribly irksome at the dinner-
table, and, I'm sure, an impossible man to live with,
is nevertheless, in his 'way, a saint. Quite selfless,
hard-working, conscientious, you can't help admir-
ing, perhaps even rather respecting him."
"Well, I thought him selfish," I said. "Quite
regardless of his wife's feelings. It didn't take
anyone long to see that she was hungering for her
children, yet he separates her from them without a
qualm."
"Yes," said Mrs. Hedges; "but all people with
one idea are like that. They sacrifice themselves and
everyone around them for the sake of it. Anyway,
Mrs. Peters was obviously born to be sacrificed: it's
lucky she hasn't fallen into "worse hands.**
Yes, thinking it over, I believe Mrs. Hedges was
the most remarkable person at that little dinner
party, and the most typical, too. She hates the
Indian and accepts him as a Catholic hates and
accepts original sin. Her father and her grandfather
were distinguished members of the Indian Civil
Service; she has married a distinguished member of
the Indian Medical Service; her son is at Winchester
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